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The beginning 


Author's Notes: 
TW: mention of a suicide attempt and mentions of self harm 


A young ginger was walking from the bus depot's ticket master window to sit in one of the chairs lining the 
walls, waiting for the next bus back to Wisconsin He sat hunched and defeated, with his greasy hair in his face 
and his cheeks becoming a puffy red. Tears began to form in his eyes, then fall, which all snowballed into him 
crying into his hands. 


The black-haired man next to him looked over with a curious glance, then down at his lap and sighed. "You 
too?" He asked. 


The ginger looked up at him and sniffled. "What?" 
"Did you get let down by someone too?" He said with a low voice. The ginger nodded and squinted in confusion 


"How'd you know?" He asked with dripping sarcasm and a waver in his voice, wiping his nose with the back of 


his hand. 

"The entire way you're acting. | just got let loose from home after years of dealing with hating it there." 

The ginger stared ahead and saw a pale, strong hand pop into his vision. Shaking himself out of his daze, he 
looked over and saw that the hand belonged to the black-haired man. His eyes were a piercing deep green with 
a cold, unblinking stare. He jostled his hand again to notify the ginger of its presence, then grabbed firmly when 
the handshake was initiated. 

‘tm Nathan" The intimidating young man said. The ginger looked away and returned his gaze. 

"Pickles." 

Nathan looked confused. "Pickles? What the fuck kind of name is Pickles?" 


Pickles looked away with a pained look. "I don't want to associate with my family, or any name they gave me." 


Nathan's tough grimace turned into a look of care momentarily hearing Pickles say what he said. "I'm sorry. | 


shouldn't have asked." He said softly. 
Pickles nodded. "It's fine," he mumbled, "You wouldn't have known" 


They sat in silence, save for an occasional bus pulling up and departing now and then. "Where are you headed?" 
Pickles asked, "I'm going to Tomahawk, Wisconsin, but what about you?" 


Nathan shrugged and shook his head. "| just take whichever bus ride is the cheapest. I've been wanting to get 
out of Florida since | started high school. Now that I've dropped out of school I'm able to get away." He handed 
Pickles his ticket, which also read as Tomahawk, Wisconsin. 


"Where's your luggage?" Pickles asked as he stared at the ticket. 


"| don't have any. All | have is what l'm wearing." Nathan said. Pickles raised his eyebrows, then looked to the 


man beside him. 

"Bad idea in Wisconsin" Pickles muttered. 

‘Its May," Nathan scoffed, "Ill be fine ‘til November." 

"You really underestimate how early the winters are then, don't you?" He chuckled. 


Nathan glared and stared, which made the man look away nervously. "Sorry. Do you want a sweatshirt?" He 


asked. 


Nathan nodded slowly. When he was given Pickles's sweatshirt, he attempted to put it on but failed. "Your little 
stick body's too small. Sorry Pickles." Pickles turned bright red from anger which made Nathan almost beam 
with a mischievous smirk. "What else do you have in that wimpy little bag of yours?" 


Pickles looked up at the sign of rules by the ticket master and saw "No Drinking," but still pulled the six-pack 
he had out of his bag and tossed one to Nathan. "I hope Bud Light's okay,” Pickles whispered. 


Nathan put the can between his legs and pressed his palm against the top, opening the can silently. He then 
took Pickles’ and did the same. Pickles glanced at Nathan through his peripheral vision and felt a smile grow at 
the corners of his mouth while he drank. 


They got into minor conversation, mostly about mundane things, until it finally rounded back to Pickles‘ home 


life. "Why'd you leave?" Nathan asked. Pickles‘ expression changed and he looked away with shame. 
"My parents never wanted me around. They liked my brother Seth better than me." He said softly. "Every 
achievement | make is shadowed by every tiny, stupid thing Seth does. He just makes me want to fucking die, 


even existing in the way he does." Nathan noticed more tears welling up in his eyes, and he frowned. 


"The last thing my dad told me was that | belong in a garbage con. | left after that. | fucking hate them. | 
fucking loathe them." Pickles was red and tears were streaming down his face again. "Why can't they just love 
me? Why do they have to pick favorites? Why aren't | good enough?" He brought his knees to his chest, and 
he wrapped his arms around them. 

‘I'm sure you were good enough--" Nathan started, but Pickles cut him off. 

"| wasn't. | tried to kill myself once, you know. | tried hanging myself in the bathroom but the rope broke. | told 
my dad, and he told me | better luck next time." He tried to keep his emotions in but slowly began to break 
down. Nathan rubbed Pickles’ shoulder and back. 

Nathan noticed the puffy, rough scars on his ribs, upper arm, and forearm. His body went cold. He slid his 
hand down to touch them which made Pickles jolt with shock when he made contact. "How new are those?" 
Nathan mumbled, running his fingers down the rows. 

"They're not." Pickles sniffled, then looked away, refusing to elaborate more. 

"They're still scarring," Nathan mentioned. 

"So?" Their eyes met briefly before separating again 


"So, that means they were done within the past few months. When did you leave home?" Nathan questioned. 


"Last month. April 3rd, last month. Why?" Pickles mumbled as he wiped his eyes. Nathan ran his fingers over 
the scars one last time before gently pulling away and bringing Pickles into a tight hug. He was surprised at 


first but found the embrace to be inviting and warm. He rested his cheek on Nathan's shoulder and sighed 
shakily. 


"When was the last time you did that?" He asked with a serious tone. Pickles couldn't avoid the feeling of the 
leer that Nathan directed towards him. 


Pickles tried to stay silent but the intensity of Nathan's stare made him break. "Last week. | did it last week 


during a bus delay in Austin. Nobody was around. As | got closer to Wisconsin, the dread just got too intense-- 


Nathan cut him off by squeezing him tighter in the hug. Pickles stared off with disdain 


"Come with me," Nathan muttered suddenly, "please." Pickles felt shocked by what Nathan just offered It felt 


as if all the loneliness that ever weighed down on him was beginning to lift ever so slightly. 


"What?" Pickles asked as he pulled away. Nathan reassured what he said very clearly. He struggled to talk 
“But..but why?" 


Nathan shrugged. "It's always nice to have a buddy, isn’t it?" He said with a small, awkward smile. Pickles 
nodded and let out a quiet gasp-laugh. 


"l'Il pay for a ticket elsewhere." Pickles said with suddenness in his voice. 


"What do you mean, ‘pay for a ticket elsewhere?” Nathan asked, glancing down at their tickets on the shared 


armrest of their seats. 


Pickles pulled out his wallet and flashed two-hundred dollars in cash to Nathan. "I'll pay for both our tickets to 
get us anywhere else but here and Tomahawk" His eyes were wide and wild and his pupils were extended so 


far that his green irises seemed to no longer exist. 


Nathan stayed silent but stuttering, unknowing on what to say to Pickles' proposal. His face was grabbed in the 
ginger's hands. "Please, Nathan. Let's get out of here. Let's get away from Tomahawk, let's get away from 
Kentucky, let's get away from here." 


They stared deep within each others souls. Something clicked inside of Nathan when their eyes met. "Okay," he 
nodded. 


Pickles jumped up and ran to the ticket master's window, using the rest of the money he had to get two 
tickets to Reno, Nevada. 


When he returned with them, he handed one to Nathan and put his hands on his shoulders. "Are you gonna 
stick with me through this?" Pickles asked. 


Nathan saw the Nevada bus pull up to the depot, then stood and looked at Pickles in the eyes with his hands 


on his ribs. "I promise l'm not leaving your side, man" 


The ginger smiled, ripped up the two Tomahawk, Wisconsin tickets, and picked up his duffle bag to walk to the 
depot's door with Nathan. Before they got on the bus, Nathan grabbed Pickles’ hand tight, and they scattered 
the old tickets on the ground around them. 


Pickles felt free. Loneliness no longer weighed on him like a beast of burden. Hatred no longer bubbled and 


seethed within him. Dread no longer existed. He felt he could do anything with Nathan 

As they watched the dingy bus depot fade into the hazy purple-red sky, he felt a new sense of hope, one he 
hadn't felt since he left home. He rested his head on Nathan's shoulder and closed his eyes. He could do 
anything with Nathan. 


And he did. 


